The Family Reunion

Habby

One thing you cannot know;
The sudden extinction of every alternative,
The unexpected crash of the iron cataract.
You do not know what hope is, until you have lost it.
You only know what it is not to hope:
You do not know what it is to have hope taken from you,
Or to fling it away, to join the legion of the hopeless               170

Unrecognised by other men, thoughsometimes by each
other.

Mary

I know what you mean. That is an experience
I have not had. Nevertheless, however real,
However cruel, it may be a deception.*

Haery

What I see

May be one dream or another; if there is nothing else
The most real is what I fear.* The bright colour fades
Together with the unrecapturable emotion,
The glow upon the world, that never found its object;
And the eye adjusts itself to a twilight

Where the dead stone is seen to be batrachian,                     180

The aphyllous branch ophidian.*

Maby

You bring your own landscape
No more real than the other.* And in a way you contradict

yourself:

That sudden comprehension of the death of hope
Of which you speak, I know you have experienced it,
And I can well imagine how awful it must be.
But in this world another hope keeps springing
In an unexpected place, while we are unconscious of it.
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